EDITOR'S  NOTE: 

"By  all  means  use  some  time  to  be  alone.  .  . 
See  what  thy  soul  doth  wear." 

George  Herbert 

We  each  have  the  responsibility 

of  spawning  new  ideas,  supplementing 
those  in  use,  and  reviving  the  old. 

Let  us  begin  now  as  we  go.  .  . 

.  .  .  along  our  way. 
Dorcas  L.  Herring 


About  the 


According  to  the  Analytical  Concordance  to  the  Bible, 
the  meaning  of  "sefer"  or  "sepher"  is  derived  from  the 
Hebrew,  meaning  "writing"  or  "book." 
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John  Hamrick's  story  of  the  Basketball  Coach  who  put  a 
sign  on  his  office  door,  "We're  closed  but  if  standing  flatfooted 
you  can  see  over  the  transom,  come  on  in!" 
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^//i&  bui/c/inc^  ofl  ouk  ^j<e/xl  <^alle^ey= 
^Jo  atcAfteri&es  l/ies  faa/A  and  Aruxus/ed^es 
//A/zX  ^sAlaA/e*o  ^/eacAeto  u/v  a/cwe, 
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SPRING 


Into  my  life  you  came 
Appearing  again  without  warning 
Surprising  and  amazing  me  so  that 
My  life  won't  be  the  same.  .  . 
Tempting  me  with  the  present; 
Flirting  with  the  future, 
Seducing  me  with  expectancy, 
and  away  my  caution  went. 
Teasing  me  with  your  warmth, 
Luring  me  with  time, 
Enticingly  drawing  me  away 
into  your  sweet  sunshine.  .  . 

Sylvia  E.  Heyward 


TIME 

Time  passes  by 
Leaving  no  lasting  traces 
of  where  she  has  been, 
And  no  prominent  clues 
To  where  she  is  going. 
The  world  waits  helplessly, 
Trying  to  anticipate 
Her  next  move. 

Carol  Cloer 
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WORDS 


I  have  a  great  deal  to  say, 

But  words  come  slowly. 

They  linger  between  mind  and  pen. 

Achieving  fingers  work  frantically 

To  express 

That  which  the  tongue  cannot. 

Words  pour  unto  paper, 

Filling  the  empty  lines 

With  meaning. 

To  those  who  are  closest 

They  say  much. 

To  others 

They  are  simply  words 
That  fill  the  lines. 

Carol  Cloer 


lively  colors 
inevitable  plans 
loquacious  chatter 
pretty  plastic  smiles 
a  tear  and  then 

tiny 
yet 


Karen  Barrow 


large.  . 
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If  I  were. 


If  I  were  simply  a  flower 
who  knew  my  future  well. 
If  only  I  could  know 
if  only  I  could  tell, 
If  I  could  know  that 
someday,  I  may  be  given 
to  a  lover's  lover 

or  an  aging  mother 
or  a  child  innocent  and  sweet. 
I  would  grow  strong,  beautiful 
and  fragrant. 

I'd  be  an  example  of  abstract 

and  lovely  prose. 

I'd  perfectly  pose. 

Oh,  yes,  I'd  be  a  rose. 

Robin  Butler 


"A  BEACHCOMBER'S  SONG' 


I  walk  slowly  up  the  beach. 
I  feel  the  sun's  warmth, 

the  soft  wind, 
the  waves  gently  lapping 
about  my  feet. 

I  pause  to  reach  down 

for  a  shell. 
I  pick  it  up, 
hold  it, 
look  at  it- 
really  see  it. 

So  fragile  it  is, 
Delicate, 
yet  strong. 

It  has  come  so  far; 

so  far  that  it  is  almost 
unthinkable. 

I  look  downward  at  the  sand. 
There  are  thousands  of 
shells  on  the  beach 
And  for  each  one, 
a  wave  has  come  in 
and  gone  again, 
taking  with  it  all  the 

shells  that  fought  for  a  spot 
on  the  sand. 

Some  won,  some  lost. 

Yet  there  will  be  other  times 

for  those  that  did  not  make  it, 
other  tides  on  other  beaches. 
And  other  beach  combers, 

standing  and  looking  out 
over  the  ocean 

as  I  stand  now, 
marveling  at  the  ocean's 

power. 

Yet  for  all  it's  power 

it  seems  now  only  a 
gentle  giant 

bringing  the  delicate  shell 
that  now  rests  in  my  hand. 

And  the  shell  that  will  rest 
in  the  hand  of  some  other 
beachcomber 

safely, 
gently 

to  its  own  place  in  the  sun. 


Julie  Wright 


The  sound  of  the  seagulls  is  chanting  loudly  in  my  ears.  I  can 
barely  hear  the  tide  over  the  awesome  thunder.  The  pier  can  be 
seen  in  the  gloomy  distance.  .  .  I  reminisce  of  the  days  spent  there. 
The  sand  dollar  was  indeed  special  for  my  reasons.  A  gift  from  the 
seas,  whose  memory  will  always  fill  my  mind  at  weak  moments 
and  linger  on  whispering  waves. 

R.  Marsha  Tucker 


THE  WISDOM  OF  THE  SEA 

My  mind  wanders  aimlessly 
And  drifts  slowly  down  the  ocean  depths, 
Piercing  through  the  heart  of  the  blue  waters, 
Disclosing  its  many  secrets  and  engrossed 

in  its  enchanting  beauty, 
Forgetting  -  the  unsolved  riddle  presents  no  clues 
To  its  pure  virgin  waters. 
The  moon  intervenes  my  thoughts; 

I  move  on  with  the  tears  of  the  ocean. 

Carol  Carson 
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SANDCASTLES 

I  watch  from  a  distance. 
A  bubbly  child  builds  a  sandcastle  by  the  water. 

In  my  own  little  world  I  too  build  my  sandcastle  - 
each  grain  of  sand 
representing 
a 

tiny  ray  of  hope 
and  why  should  it  matter? 

Everyone  knows 
all  sandcastles 

t 

u 

m 

b 

I 

e.  .  . 
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Karen  Barrow 


SEA  SIDE  SERENITY 


As  I  sit  contemplating  the  world  in  which  I  live, 

How  can  anyone  reject  You  Lord,  You  have  so  much  to  give? 

A  warm  and  gentle  breeze  keeps  blowing  through  my  hair 

As  if  you're  trying  to  show  me  Lord,  that  You  are  always  there. 

Powerful  and  mighty,  the  ocean  rushes  in 
I  wish  I'd  have  that  power,  so  battles  I  could  win  - 
But,  then  I  reminisce  of  the  times  You've  been  with  me 
Guiding  and  protecting  through  my  raging  seas 

I  wonder  why  the  sun  seems  to  warm  my  very  soul 

With  knowledge  that  You're  helping  me  to  reach  Your  perfect  goal 

I  admit  I  came  here  with  struggles  in  my  life 

All  they've  done  is  keep  me  in  unhappiness  and  strife 

But,  then  I  set  my  feet  upon  the  grains  of  sand  so  small 
A  whisper  in  the  wind  seems  to  say  "give  me  a  call" 
Well  here  I  am  God,  asking  You  to  mold  my  life  some  more 
And  mend  my  broken  heart    that  is  aching,  hurt  and  sore 

Times  I  wonder  why  my  life  has  to  hurt  like  this 
But  then  I  guess  I'd  forget  You  Lord,  if  all  my  life  was  bliss 
Please  mold  me  Lord  and  make  my  life  all  that  I  need  to  be 
Teach  me  in  thy  ways  as  I  fall  on  bended  knee 

Thank  you  for  the  peace  that  passes  understanding  here 
Within  my  life  I'll  remember  there's  One  who  loves  me  dear. 
To  You  Lord,  now  I  dedicate  this  sea-side  serenade 
may  those  You  love  and  died  for,  be  blessed  by  all  You  made 

Kathy  Kiesel 
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I  CARE 


Sorrow  is  very  deep. 
No  one  can  say  the  right  words 
For  there  are  no  right  words. 
But,  listen,  I  care. 

Sorrow  is  never  understood 
The  pains,  the  heartaches,  the  tears 
That  go  far  deeper  than  the  surface 
But  listen,  I  care. 

Sorrow  is  expressed  in 
The  only  way  it  can  be,  by  crying 
Crying  that  is  full  of  memories 
But  listen,  I  care. 

Sorrow  is  not  expressed 
By  saying  I'm  sorry  or  don't  cry 
Sorrow  is  only  expressed  in  saying 
I'm  here,  I  care,  and  I  love  you. 

Lynn  Brown 


A  young  girl  in  her  youth,  in  her  innocence,  naiveness  and 
silliness  falls  in  love  with  her  handsome  prince.  Yet  it's  an  uneasy 
love.  He's  so  much  older,  a  man,  she's  only  a  girl.  Maybe  I  know 
how  Guinevere  felt  with  her  forbidden  love  for  Lancelot. 

Youth  is  an  awkward  age,  weaving  a  frivolous  web  of 
memories  upon  the  mind  of  a  young  girl.  Memories  that  cannot  be 
erased.  The  pain  of  growing  up,  the  long-lost  romances  and  the 
present  life  she  lives. 

One  must  understand  that  youth  is  like  the  vessel  which  is 
tossed  upon  the  waves  in  the  threatening  thunderstorm.  Soon  the 
wind  hushes  and  the  waves  halt  to  the  command  of  our  Father. 
Things  smooth  out  and  one  has  matured.  She  has  found  the  true 
meaning  of  life.  Only  to  find  out  that  she  has  just  stopped  for  a  rest 
from  learning  and  growing.  Now,  only  to  find  that  she  must  face 
the  most  trecherous  storm  yet  to  come. 

The  vessel  can  be  maneuvered  by  steering  the  rudder  with  the 
experiences  of  the  previous  storm  (the  things  you  have  learned). 
You  have  mastered  the  most  treacherous  storm,  "LIFE." 

Lisa  Kaye  Heaton 
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'EMPTINESS" 


Words  without  sound 
Sight  without  seeing 
Touch  without  feeling 
Existing  without  being 

Truth  and  no  meaning 
Honesty  and  no  voice 
Love  and  no  people 
Alternatives  and  no  choice 

Adversaries  less  battle 
Time  less  what  to  do 
Crying  without  tears 
Me  minus  you. 

Robin  Butler 


IF  YOU  LOVE  SOMEBODY. 


Listen  to  this  story: 

it's  one  you  ought  to  hear 
about  a  girl  who  became  a  young  woman 

but  never  conquered  fear. 

She  said  so  many  goodbyes 

to  people  everywhere 
that  she  soon  began  to  tell  herself 

she  didn't  really  care. 

But  her  feelings  were  still  there. 

One  day  she  met  a  young  man 
and  realized  through  the  years 

that  he  was  someone  special 
who  blotted  out  her  tears. 

She  then  began  to  blossom, 

and  open  up  and  live; 
she  even  dared  to  take 

the  love  he  had  to  give. 

But  one  day  he  left 

without  any  farewell. 
She  didn't  try  to  reason, 

but  just  climbed  back  in  her  shell. 

His  love  was  not  complete,  you  see, 

until  it  was  returned. 
While  she  hid  inside  herself, 

he  felt  he  had  been  spurned. 

The  moral  of  the  story  is: 

don't  let  fear  have  its  way. 
If  you  think  you  love  somebody, 

let  them  know  today! 

Sandy  Baugh 


I  start  my  day,  I  see  a  bird  and  hear  his  little  song; 

The  sky  is  full  of  sunshine  fair  and  hours  are  not  yet  long. 

From  somewhere  deep  within  my  soul  my  little  song  comes 

through- 

A  smile  makes  place  upon  my  face  and  it's  because  of  You. 

My  eyes  look  up  and  all  around  to  find  the  One  I  love; 
I  find  You  in  the  wind  that  blows  and  in  the  sun  above. 
Your  presence  here  binds  us  fast  and  makes  the  two  as  one- 
You've  cared  for  me  throughout  the  night  and  counted  sins  as 
none. 

And  far  away  my  other  love  is  serving  on  the  way; 
He  lifts  a  prayer  to  Your  throne  and  follows  You  each  day. 
His  love  for  You  inspires  me  here  for  this  love  is  so  true- 
Though  distance  be  between  the  two,  our  spirits  join  through  You. 


LH. 


WHEN  YOU  ARE  GONE 


As  I  stand  here  lonely,  when  you  are  gone, 
All  my  yesterdays  seem  as  fantasies  that  I 

once  dreamed  upon; 
All  of  my  tomorrows  are  hoped  for,  and  all 

my  life  is  today. 

I  find  myself  at  the  top  of  the  day, 

Only  to  climb  down  again;  and  there  awaits 

me  another. 
Every  second  seems  a  thousand  but  every  day 

a  mile. 

The  brilliant  stars  shine  for  those  who  are  lonely. 
The  earth  encloses  all  in  its  majestic  hands. 
Comforting  nature,  but  not  a  match  for  you. 

If  your  ears  could  hear  my  voice  through  the  wind, 
I  say  "My  love  for  you  is  very  great." 
My  wonderful  fantasy,  my  life,  you. 

Carol  A.  Savory 
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So 

you  think  you  can  have  ME 
when  you  want 

you  think  that  I'LL  come  running 
at  what? 

your  beck  and  call? 

you've  walked 

all  over  me  for  too  long 

H 

U 

N 

G 

ME 

in  a  closet  and 


left  me  there 


until 

you  decided  to  wear  ME 
Okay 

so  it  worked  for  awhile 
but 

no  more  will  I  let  you  decide  when  we  will  be  together  no  more 
will  I  let  you  be  the  reason  for  my  tears 
no  more 
no  more 

So 

one  day 

when  you  decide  to  wear  something  different 

for  a  change 

I 

will  not  be 

H 

A 

N 

G 

I 

N 
G 

there.  .  . 

Karen  Barrow 
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I  stared  into  her  blank  face; 
listless  ears 
and  spoke 
of  being, 

and 

of  being 

with  her. 

She  said  she  knew  my  words, 
and  seemed  to  hold  my  thoughts, 
yet, 

when  I  left 
it  was  as  if 

I  gave  something  of  myself  away 

yet 

I  know  not  why 
it  went 
alone. 


Lady  Baker 


"WHEN  YOU  LOVE  SOMEONE.  .  ." 

.  .  .  you  become  a  part  of  them  just  as  they  become  a  part  of  you. 

.  .  .  you  make  sacrif  ices  to  help  them  and  show  them  how  much  you  care. 

.  .  .  you  care  enough  about  them  to  correct  them  without  being  spiteful. 

.  .  .  you  have  someone  you  can  confide  in  and  trust. 

.  .  .  you  have  someone  with  whom  you  can  enjoy  fun  and  fellowship. 

.  .  .  you  have  found  a  relationship  that  few  others  possess. 

.  .  .  and  they  leave,  there  is  a  void  and  an  emptiness  left  behind  that  is 

terribly  hard  to  fill. 
.  .  .  you  have  someone  to  pick  you  up  when  you  fall,  to  catch  you  when  you 

stumble,  to  walk  with  you  when  you  are  strong,  and  to  run  with  you 

until  you  reach  your  highest  goals. 
.  .  .  you  try  to  put  yourself  in  their  shoes  and  try  to  feel  the  way  they  feel,  to 

see  the  situation  from  their  point  of  view  and  try  not  to  impose  your 

view  upon  them. 

.  .  .  there  are  so  many  things  you  want  to  tell  them,  but  words  simply 
cannot  fulfill  this  task.  So,  you  say  what  you  can  and  leave  the  rest  to  be 
expressed  in  your  actions  and  a  "mutual  feeling"  between  each  of  you. 
It  is  a  feeling  that  is  never  orally  spoken  for  it  cannot  be  put  into  words, 
but  it  is  a  feeling  that  each  one  conveys  to  the  other  

I  LOVE  YOU. 

Randall  Lusk 
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Just  sitting  here  thinking  of  you 

Brings  only  good  thoughts  to  my  mind; 

of  the  joys  we  share, 

The  love  in  our  hearts, 

And  true  friendship  we  strive  to  find. 

I  thank  God  for  letting  me  play 
Such  a  special  role  in  your  heart. 
And  may  He  keep  us  together  until 
Only  memories  won't  let  us  part. 

Robin  C.  Gibbs 


FOR  YOU 


Thrown  together  by  chance 

Forced  to  turn  to  one  another 

For  at  the  moment  no  one  is  there. 

Yet  something  buds  and  blossoms, 

To  the  wonder  of  the  mind. 

The  heart  bleeds  inside, 

And  there  is  still  something  beyond  that. 

In  the  youth  and  old  age, 

The  heat  of  summer,  the  cold  of  winter,  the  beauty  of  spring, 
A  hand  is  squeezed,  a  hug  is  given. 

The  summer  gets  hotter 

And  the  winter  gets  colder, 

But  now,  it  is  a  mere  pin  prick. 

The  hurt  disappearing  because  it  flows. 

When  the  summer  storm  is  over, 
Everything  is  washed  clean  and  anew, 
Simply  because  of  one  major  thing  -  you. 

Shari  Besseche 
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CHILDREN  OF  LOST  SIGHT 


Once  everything  was  lucid 
the  goals  were  so  clear, 
but  somehow  the  clouds  moved  in 
and  shouted  in  your  ear 
The  ideas  you  once  detested 
you  now  praise  every  day. 
You  grope  among  muted  words 
for  something  meaningful  to  say. 
You  are  a  child,  but  a  child, 
who  lost  sight  of  the  Sun. 
Instead  of  searching  in  the  Darkness 
you'd  rather  close  your  eyes  and  run. 
I  pray  for  you,  I  weep  for  you, 
I'm  the  voice  that  tells  them  what  to  do. 
Children  of  Lost  Sight, 
play, 

for  I  am  a  lost  child  too. 

Tony  Eichelberger 


THE  FLY 

Evil  eyes  bend  forward 
To  see  the  shrieking  fly 
Wound  up  in  a  spider's  web, 
And  too  stunned  to  even  cry. 

Carol  A.  Savory 
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THE  MAILBOX 


He  stands  on  the 


edge 


of  the  street.  .  . 
looking  morbid 
never  moving. 

He's  not  at  all  inviting 

he  sure  gets  a  lot  of  attention  though 

especially 

when  he  raises  his  stubby  left  hand  in  the  air. 

He  performs  this  ritual  every  day 

raises  his  hand 

and 

every  day 

someone  runs  to  greet  him  with  an  anticipated 


smile 
but 

he  doesn't  smile  back 
when  he  opens  his  big  mouth 
he  never  has 
anything  to 


say. 


and 


Karen  Barrow 


JOURNEY 


I  search  frantically  for  ways  to  make  life 
meaningful, 

But  alas,  the  harder  I  search  the  more  the  dream 

eludes  me. 
I  wander  aimlessly  from  day  to  day  - 

-Not  caring  what  the  new  dawn  will  bring. 
I  look  to  my  fellow  man  and  see  only.  .  . 
fear, 
hatred, 
anger, 
and  pain.  .  . 
Not  unlike  my  own, 
save  for  a  few  friends, 
who  seek  to  bear  me  up 
in  my  time  of  trial. 
Finally,  looking  to  God,  I  find.  .  . 
peace, 
love, 
compassion, 
at  last, 
Here  is  hope! 


My  weary  soul  rejoices 

in  its  new  found  calm. 
My  heart  sings! 
My  mind  relinquishes  its  fear, 
My  heart  -  its  hatred  and  anger, 
My  soul  -  its  pain,.  .  . 

To  grasp  hope, 

To  achieve  peace, 

To  bask  in  His  compassion  and  love. 
The  anguish  of  my  trial  fades  away. 
My  sins  are  forgiven. 
I  stand  -  a  new  creature 

through  his  never-ending  mercy. 
His  Spirit  guides  me. 
I  walk  with  new  resolve, 

and  run  with  renewed  energy. 
Mt  destiny  is  set. 
Its  path  unfolds  before  me.  .  . 

only  one  step  at  a  time. 
My  whole  being  pants  to  know  its  ending. 
But,  in  His  infinite  wisdom 

he  never  offers  more  than  I  can  hold.  , 
I  am  both  forever  filled, 

and  forever  hungering  for  more. 
My  heavy  burden  becomes  light; 

My  future  is  secure. 
Wherever  He  leads, 

I  will  follow. 

No  longer  will  I  run  ahead  of  Him 
to  do  "His  will." 
I  will  wait. 
I  will  begin  anew. 
I  will  walk  with  Him- 
my  hand  in  His- 
His  will  -  mine. 

I  will  seek  out- 

His  people, 
His  perfect  will, 
and  in  His  love.  .  . 
abide.  .  . 
forever.  .  . 
His  child. 

My  life  bursts  with  new  hope  and  joy. 
I  have  found.  .  .  Meaning! 


Carol  Cloer 
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AFRICA 


Mother  land 

where  life  was  begun, 
and  scorched  plains  crack 

under  a  blazing  sun. 

You  foster  great  hopes 

in  the  shade  of  old  trees 

Where  elephants  and  giraffe 
rest  on  bended  knee. 

Do  you  hold  secrets 

in  cool,  crashing  rivers? 
Or  in  the  rhythmn 

your  huge  herds  deliver? 

Africa, 

womb  of  the  earth; 
in  you  I  will  find 

my  spiritual  rebirth. 

Sandy  Baugh 


THE  SIGNS  OF  SPRING 


Teardrops  glistening  on  the  soft  petals- 

The  heartbeat  of  rooted  beauty 

Dewdrops  rest  on  the  mellow  green  grass 

The  breeze  of  the  silent  wind 

disturbs  the  sleeping  trees. 

The  birds  sing  of  sweetness,  and 

the  small  animals  dance  to  their  song 

Heralding  to  all  that  spring  is  here 

As  nature  shares  its  love  with  all. 


Carol  Carson 


WHAT  A  DAY! 


This  morning  I  woke  up  and 

got  out  of  bed, 
Slipped  on  the  rug  and  fell  on 

my  head. 

After  recovering,  I  got  up  once  more 
Opened  my  closet,  slammed  my 

fingers  in  the  door. 
Walked  in  the  kitchen,  ready  to  eat 
My  200  lb.  brother  stepped  on 

my  feet. 
The  morning's  been  ruined.  It 

can't  get  much  worse. 
God  help  my  soul!  I  just  missed 

the  bus! 
"I  think  I've  been  cursed,''  I 

began  to  weep. 
"I  know  what  I'll  do  -  go  back 

to  sleep!" 

Terry  Hammond 


A  RESTORATION 

All  that  I  need 

if  my  faith  ever  falters 
is  a  glimpse  of  the  mountains 

or  a  minute  to  stare  out 
over  the  ocean 

or  a  glance  upward  to  the 
night  sky  twinkling  with  stars 

And  then 

The  faith  that  was 

failing  me  is  restored 

And  I  think  perhaps  that 

mountains,  the  ocean 

and  the  night  sky 
were  intended  by  the  Creator 

to  be  a  restoration 

of  faith 

for  people  like  me 

who  need  it  occasionally. 

Julie  Wright 


THE  WALL 


The  Wall  stood  -  dark- 
lonely  -  and  grey. 
It  surrounded  me- 
And  grew  day  by  day. 

Each  time  I  was  hurt- 
or  rejected- 
Served  to  strengthen  the 
wall  I  erected. 

As  the  Wall  grew,  I  began 
To  choke  -  to  die  within. 
There  was  no  one  I  trusted- 
To  be  my  friend. 

When  I  saw  that  He 
really  loved  me- 
My  Wall  was  broken- 
And  I  am  free. 

Liz  Cooper 
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BOSS  MAN 


I  have  a  peace  about  me  now.  It's  like  being  at  home 
when  I'm  not  really  there.  Memories  haunt  me  of  where  I've 
been,  but  I  really  enjoy  thoughts  of  where  I'm  going  to  be. 
The  feelings  I  have  now  make  me  realize  that  being  a  worker 
for  the  Boss  man  is  where  it's  at.  The  Boss  Man  calls  and  I'll 
do  his  every  wish.  He  has  been  good  to  me  always  and  has 
never  done  anything  but  encourage  me,  as  well  as  given  me 
strength.  He  gives  me  this  peace,  this  love,  and  above  all,  this 
life.  "Hey,  Boss  Man,  have  no  fear  for  I  shall  not  quit.  Other 
companies  may  seem  to  offer  more,  but  I  love  working  for 
you  and  my  contract  is  signed  out  to  you." 

Terry  Smith 


#1 

"JESUS  WALKED  UP  CALVARY  FOR  ME" 

1  (verse 

1)          I        have          read      in          the               Bi      -      Ble               that  you 

|-*— 

must    be        born         a  -          gain                How    if          you    would     trust  in 

CjJ."  Iff. 

Je    -        sus             He    would           save      you          from  ^  your      sins  How 

Cod        sent        His             on  -           ly           Son      to             die      on        Cal  -  va 

C        j      ^       j    Jv    ^    ^  J 

-ry                  Thank        God               Je  -    sus         walk  -  ed  up 

1  «s-«  <l    •  —  1   1 — H  1  — b  1 

Cal  -      'vry          for                me  (Chorus)     He        walked          Cal  -  'vry's 

ft     =»gT    .    1  jr.         -l-nriCV  ^-=1 

-   >  -  I — 1 — I  U  t — |  M — 1  1  1 

Hill                 and               car    -    ried               His           cross  He 

wDied                all             a      -    lone            for        a           world        .     that  was 

1= 

lost                 He           could  have      called     the          an    -          gels  to 

comt     and          set      Him          fre<H             Thank           God        ^    Je  -  sus 

-OJ  >  i  1*1   J  1— \  t  J.J  | 

walked        —                up                Cal    -  'vry        for  me 
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FAREWELL  TO  B.C.C. 


Although  leaving  Baptist  College 
will  make  you  sad  and  blue; 
Departing  from  this  campus 
is  something  you  must  do. 
But  no  matter  how  far  you  may 
ramble  or  roam; 
You'll  never  forget  B.C.C,  your 
home  away  from  home. 

Memories  of  friends,  you  will 
not  trade; 

And  memories  of  good  and  bad 
times  that  will  not  fade. 
Memories  of  professors,  and 
studies  to  do. 

You  come  as  children,  and 
leave  as  young  women  and  men. 
To  go  into  the  world,  to  begin 
again. 

May  God  grant  you  strength  to  bring 
pride  to  his  name; 
And  bring  esteem  to  the  walls 
from  which  you  came. 

Yes,  the  time  has  come  now 
for  you  to  depart; 
But  B.C.C.  shall  remain 
forever  in  your  heart. 

All  my  love  to  the 
Seniors  of  B.C.C. 
Cheryl  Dyches 


GRADUATION  NIGHT 


What  I  give  to  you;  you  cannot  touch. 

You  cannot  see  it,  nor  can  you  save  it. 

What  I  give  to  you  is  my  gift  of  love. 

I  also  give  you  my  support  and  my  friendship. 

Remember  this  evening  and  the  past  few  yeai 
Not  with  tears  and  saddened  hearts, 
But  with  smiles  and  beaming  faces. 

After  tonight,  you  will  not  be  able  to  return. 
Instead  you  must  progress  forward. 
Look  to  God  and  seek  His  guidance 
For  what  He  has  in  store  for  you. 

As  I  give  you  my  gift,  I  hope 

You  will  cherish  it  as  God  blesses  you, 

On  this  special  day  of  yours. 

Shari  Besseche 


LOVE 

Love  isn't  merely  gazing  into  each  other's  eyes, 
It  isn't  sitting  on  the  beach  and  watching  the  blue  skies 
Love  isn't  simply  hugging  by  the  front  gate  late  at  night, 
Nor  is  it  how  we  act,  though  we  try  with  all  our  might. 

Love  is  purely  something  only  God  could  send 

To  those  of  us  who'll  use  it  to  glorify  his  ends 

Perfect  love  was  shown  through  Jesus'  death  and  resurrection 

Love  is  simply  looking  outward  into  the  same  direction. 


Kathy  Kiesel 


i  can  feel  the  wet 
sand  sticking  to  my  back, 
i  sit  up  to  listen  to  the 
tide.  Thank  you  God  for 
this  beautiful  life.  Each 
day  is  an  adventure  of  love.  .  . 
Your  love,  i  lie  back  down, 
the  wetness  feels  good. 
Almost  as  though  i  were 
lying  in  His  hands.  .  .  Sweet  Dreams. 

R.  Marsha  Tucker 
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On  behalf  of  all  who  relish  a  good  book  or  an  attempt  at  one, 
we  extend  our  most  heartfelt  gratitude  to  the  Baptist  College 
Print  Shop  Staff  for  their  invaluable  understanding  and  profess- 
ional guidance. 

The  Editor  and  Staff 
Sefer  -  Spring  1982 
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